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they had soon become prosperous;   and these English
yeomen and farmers, called from their homes and fields
by the religious excitements of the seventeenth century,
and swept across the Atlantic by one of the storms of that
stormy period, had soon fallen back into the rural ways of
their race, amid the peace and plenty of their American
home.    The eighteenth-century houses they built for
themselves still remain as evidence of the quiet of their
comfortable lives.    In such a house Ann Whitall lived
amid great trees and prosperous orchards and meadows,
with the broad Delaware flowing by.   Sandy roads led
to several near-by Quaker settlements with their prim
Meeting-houses, whither on First days and Fifth days the
farmers would ride, or drive in their farm wagons, and,
hitching their horses in the sheds, would gather in silence
in the still interior, where an elderly Friend would be
moved now and then to preach or pray ; and where some-
times a farmer or farmer's wife, weary with the week's
work, would fall into a peaceful doze.   A most innocent
old community, it seems to us now, with its quiet faith, its
rustic cares and labours, and with William Penn's little
Quaker city just across the river.

This, however, as we learn from her diary, was not
Ann Whitairs view of her surroundings. Her imagination
found wickedness all about her equal to the wickedness of
Egypt, or the abominations of Babylon and Assyria
denounced by the prophets. Satan, she declares, was
hunting up and down the banks of the Delaware ; roaring
lions threatened to destroy them all in a flood of wicked-
ness, and there was no place of safety. With a kind of
awful delight she dwelt upon the portents that announced
the fall of Jerusalem, how the river was turned back, a
comet hung like a flaming sword over the city, and armies
were seen fighting with horses and chariots in the heavens ;
and she seems to have searched the New Jersey sky with
anxious eyes for similar portents. The corn was to husk,
the wood gone to town, but was it a time, she wrote, to